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THE FATHERS. 

They had their lodges in thb wildebnbss, 

Ob built them cells besidb the shadowy sea, 

And there they dwelt with anobls, like a dream ! 

So thby unclosed thb volumb op the book 

And filled the fields of the bvanoblist, 

With thoughts as sweet as flowbbs ! 

Old Ms. 
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BEEDS 

SHAKEN WITH THE WIND. 



a Eesenb of Cfje |i{tbe. 

I. 
Behold those winged Images ! 
Bound for their Evening BoWers, — 
They are The Nation of The Bees, 
Born from the Breath of Flowers : 
Strange people They ! a mystic Race, 
In life and food and duelling place ! 

n. 
They first were seen on Earth, 'fis said, 
When the rose breathes in Spring, 
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Men thought Her blushing bosom shed 
These Children of The Wing : 
But lo ! Their Host went down The Wind, 
Fill'd with The Thoughts of God's own 
mind ! 

ni. 
They built them Houses, made with hands. 
And there, alone, They dwell. 
No Man to this day understands 
The mystery of Their Cell : 
Your Mighty Sages cannot see 
The deep foundations of The Bee ! 

IV. 

Low in the Violet's Breast of Blue 

For treasured food, they sink. 

They know The Flowers that hold The Dew 

For their small Race to diink ; 



A LEGEND OF THE HIVE. 



They glide — ^King Solomon might gaze 
With Wonder on Their awful ways ! 



V. 

And once — ^it is a Grandame's Tale, 

Yet fill'd with secret lore — 

There dwelt, within a Woodland- Vale, 

Fast-by old Cornwall's shore. 

An ancient Woman, worn and bent, 

Fallen Nature's mournful monument ! 



VI. 

A Home had They — The Clustering Bace, 
Beside her Garden- Wall, 
All Blossoms breathed around the place, 
And Sunbeams fain would fall, — . 
The Lily loved that Combe the best 
Of aU The VaUeys of The West ! 
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But SO it was, that on a Day, 

When Summer built her Bowers, 

The waxen Wanderers ceased to play 

Around The Cottage-Flowers ! 

No hum was heard, no Wing would roam, 

They dwelt within their cloister'd Home ! 

vm. 
This lasted long«^no tongue could tell 
Their pastime or their toil ! 
What binds The Soldier to his Cell, 
Who should divide The Spoil ? 
It lasted long — ^it fain would last. 
Till Autumn rustled on The Blast ! 

IX. 

Then sternly went that Woman old. 
She sought the Chancel-Floor, 



A LEGEND OF THE HTVE. 

And there, with purpose bad and bold, 
Knelt down amid The Poor, — 
She took— She hid— That Blessed Bread, 
Whereon The Invisible is shed ! 



X. 

She bare it to her distant Home, 
She laid it by The Hive, 
To lure The Wanderers forth to roam. 
That so her Store might thrive ; — 
'Twas a Wild Wish, a Thought unblest. 
Some evil Legend of The West. 

XI. 

But lo ! at Morning-Tide a Sign, 
For wondering eyes to trace ! 
They found above that Bread, a Shrine 
Rear'd by The harmless Race ! 
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They brought their Walls from bud and 

flower, 
They built bright Roof and beamy Tower ! 

xn. 
Was it a dream ? or did They hear, 
Float from those golden Cells, 
A Sound, as of some Psaltery near, 
Or soft and silvery Bells ? 
A low sweet Psalm, that grieved within, 
In mournful memory of The Sin ! 

xm. 
Was it a dream ? 'tis sweet no less 
Set not The Vision free. 
Long let the lingering Legend ^lees 
The Nation of The Bee,— '■ i 
So shall They bear upon their wings 
A Parable of Sacred Things ! 
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XIV. 

So shall They teach when Men blaspheme 

Or Sacrament or Shrine, 

That humbler Things may fondly dream 

Of Mysteries Divine ; 

And holier hearts than his may beat, 

Beneath The Bold Blasphemer's feet ! 




V PART THE FIRST. 

Now hearken, Lords and Ladies gay, 

And ye shall understand, 
The Wonders of a legend-lay 

From The old German land ! 
She, of my Song, in Eden's Bowers, 

A Sainted Lady lies. 
And wears a Chaplet of the flowers 

That grow in Paradise ! 
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n. 
Her father gloried in her Birth, 

That daughter of his fame, 
The sweetest sound he knew on Earth, 

Was Grenoveva's name ! 
She dwelt, a fair and holy Child, 

Beside her Mother's knee. 
She grew, a Maiden meek and mild, 

And pure, as pure could be I 

m. 
And so it was, that when The Maid, 

FulfiU'd her Childhood's vow. 
Saint Hildorf 8 lifted hands were laid. 

Upon no lovelier Brow ! 
And said they, as along the aisle. 

The Knights and Ladies pour'd. 
How will she brighten with her smile 

The Castle of her Lord I 

B 



14 GENOVEVA. 

IV. 

Right soon a stately Champion came 

For that bright Damsel's hand, 
The sound of County Siegfried's fame, 

Was Sung in many a land ! 
He came, he knelt, he woo'd, he won, 

As Warriors win The Bride, 
Duke Pfalz hath hail'd him as his Son, 

At Genoveva's side ! 

V. 

Then might you hear the Matin-Bell 

With Echoes low and sweet, 
Where at Saint Hildori^s sacred cell, 

The Youth and Maiden meet : 
And hark — ^they plight the mystic vow. 

The Troth that time shall try, 
When Years have worn the beamy brow. 

And quench'd the laughing eye ! 
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VI. 

Now turn we to the Castle-Gate, 

Wreath'd with the peaceful vine, 
Where County Siegfried holds his state. 

Beside the Rhine ! The Rhine ! 
They bring white blossoms from the Bowers, 

The Roseleaves hide The ground, 
Ah ! gentle dame, beneath the flowers. 

The coiling Worm is found ! 

vn. 
Yet Day by Day went bounding on. 

Nor would The Warrior roam, 
The brightness of his Lady shone, 

Throughout Lord Siegfried's home ! 
She was The Garland of his Days, 

His Blessing and his Fame, 
His happy hearth hath won the Praise 

Of G^noveva's Name ! 
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vm. 
But hark ! that stern and sudden Sound, 

Along the Castle- Wall, 
It shook the Echo from the ground, 

That startling Trumpet-call ! 
To arms ! to horse ! The Moor ! The Moor ! 

His pagan banners fly, 
The Spaniard and The Frank implore. 

Thy German Chivalry ! 

IX. 

Then might you see at Break of day. 

The stately Siegfried stand, 
Harness'd, and in his old Array, 

His good sword in his hand ; — 
And Fare thee well. The Soldier said. 

My Lady bright and Dear, 
He spake, — and bent his haughty head 

To hide a Warrior's tear ! 
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X. 

Farewell ! and Thou, my Castellain, 

My liegeman true and tried, 
Shield, till thy Lord shall turn again. 

My Lady and my Bride ! 
And ye, Good Saints, with unseen eyes, 

Watch Her in solemn Care, 
An Angel well might leave the skies. 

At Genoveva's prayer ! 
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PAKT THE SECOND. 

Ah, Woe is me ! and well-a-day ! 

What scenes of sorrow rise ! 
And hark ! The music of my lay, 

Must breathe The Breath of Sighs ! 
That Guardian — He of trusty fame, 

He seeks a Deed abhorr'd, — 
He woos to Sorrow and to Shame 

The Lady of his Lord ! 
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n. 
But She — ^fair Genoveva stands 

A pure and peerless Bride, 
Her Angel lifts his Sheltering hands 

For ever at her Side ; — 
She kneels — She breathes some simple verse 

Taught by her Mother's care — 
And The Grood Saints in Heaven rehearse 

The gentle Lady's Prayer ! 

m. 
Yet Strife and Anguish lasted long, 

Till He that fiendish man, 
The Anger of his Sin was strong, 

And thus his Fury ran ; — 
" Bind ye this foul and Wanton Dame, 

" False to my Master's Bed, 
" Hide in The Earth both Sin and Shame, 

" Her Blood be on her Head." 



20 GENOVBVA. 

IV. 

They took the stern Command he gave, 

Two Vassels fierce and rude, 
They bare her for a nameless grave, 

Far in a distant Wood ; — 
There knelt she down and meekly prayed. 

In language soft and mild, — 
" I bear beneath my Breast, she said, 

"Your Lord, Count Siegfried's Child !" 

V. 

" Then let me tarry but awhile, 

" Far far from earthly eye, 
" That I may see my Infant smile, 

" And lay me down and die !" 
" Nay spare me, in sweet Mary's Name, 

" Who stood by Jesu's Cross, 
" He from a Mother's Bosom came 

" That He might die for us !" 



GENOVEVA. 21 

VI. 

They melted at the voice they heard, 

They left her lonely, there. 
The Holy Angels helped her Word, 

There is such force in Prayer ! 
Then wander'd She, where that wild Wood 

A tangled pathway gave. 
Till lo ! in secret Solitude, 

A deep and Mossy Cave ! 

vn. 
A Source of quiet Waters shone. 

Along a shadowy glade. 
And Branches, fair to look upon, 

A Dreamy Shelter made : 

Her eyes are closed, but not in sleep. 

She bends, but not to pray, 
Thrill'd with the woes that Mothers weep. 

The lonely lady lay ! 
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vm. 
She sees — What is it, nestling near ? 

A soft fair form is nigh — 
She hears — Sweet Lord, what doth she hear ? 

A low and Infant cry ! 
It is her Son ! her Son ! The Child, 

The first-bom of her Vow ; 
See ! in his face his Father smil'd, 

He bears Lord Siegfried's Brow ! 

IX. 

Good Angels ! twas a sight to see 

That Cavern dark and wild — 
The nameless Stream — The silent Tree — 

The Mother and her child ! 
And hark ! he weeps, that voice of tears. 

Proclaims a Child of Earth, 
O what shall soothe, for holier Years, 

The Sorrow of his Birth ! 
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X. 

There was no Font — no Sacred Shrine — 

No Servant of The Lord — 
The Waters of The Mystic Sign, 

A Mother's hand hath pour'd ! 
She breathed on him a Word of Woes, 

His life in tears begun, 
The Name a Hebrew Mother chose, 

Benoni, Sorrow's Son ! 

XI. 

But ah, what Miseries betide, 

A Mother and her pains ! 
Her Child must die — ^for Famine dried 

The Fountain of her Veins ! 
She «aw the Anguish of his Face, 

She heard his bitter cry, 
And went forth from that woeful place, 

She could not see him die ! 
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xn. 
Yet still, again, her feet must turn, 

Back to that Cavern wild, — 
Yea I even in death she fain would yearn, 

Once more upon her Child ! 
What doth she see ! a fair young Doe, 

A Mother's task hath done ! 
Bent at his side — ^her milk must flow. 
To soothe The Lady's Son ! 

xm. 
She wept — She wept — She could no less — 

Tears sweet and grateful ran, — 
The mute thing of The Wilderness, 

Hath softer heart than Man ! 
She came — that wild Deer of the Herd, 

Moved by some strange control, 
There was a Mystic Touch that stirr'd 

The Yearnings of her Soul ! 
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XIV. 

And There They dwelt, The Gentle Three, 
In Peace, if not in Joy, 

Until He stood beside Her Knee, 
A fair and thoughtful Boy.-^ 

The Doe— The Lady— and The Youth- 
Seven long and Weary Years — 

Their calm and patient life — ^in sooth 
It was a Sight for Tears ! 

XV. 

She fed him with The Forest fruits 

That Summer branches gave, 
She gather'd wild and wholesome roots, 

To cheer their wintry cave : 
They drank from that fair fountain's bed 

Whose faithful Waters run, 
Bright as when first his Name They shed, 

Benoni, Sorrow's Son ! 
c 
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XVI. 

And She hath fram'd, with chosen boughs, 

A simple Cross of Wood, 
And taught the lad his Childhood's vows 

To Jesu, mild and good ! 
He learnt The Legend of The Cross, 

How Mary's Blessed Son, 
Came down from Heaven to die for us 

And Peace and Pardon won ! 

xvn. 
He heard that Shadowy Angels roam 

Along the Woodland dell. 
To lead The Blessed to a Home 

Where Saints and Martyrs dwell, — 
So when The Lady wept and pray'd 

He soothed her Secret sighs, 
" Sweet Mother, let us die," he said, 

" And rest in Paradise." 
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xvm. 
" Alas ! My Son, My tender Son ! 

" What wilt thou do, she sigh'd, 
" When I, thy Mother shall be gone 

" Thou hast no friend beside ! 
" There is Thy Sire by Heavenly Birth, 

" His love is strong and Sure ; 
" But He— Thy Father of The Earth— 

" He spurns Thee from his Door !" 

XIX. 

" Nay tell me, Mother dear, he said, 

" I pray thee tell to mq, 
" Are They not all Men, gone and dead, 

" Except Thy Son and Thee !" 
" Ah, no ! There be, my gentle Child, 

" Whole Multitudes afar, 
" Yet is it happier in this Wild 

" Than where their dwellings are !" 
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XX. 

" They cast me out to Woe and Shame, 

" Here in this den to hide, 
" They blighted Genoveva's Name, 

" Lord Siegfried's chosen Bride !" 
" But soon the weary will have rest^ 

" I breathe with failing breath ; — 
" There is within Thy Mother's breast 

" The bitterness of Death !" 

XXI. 

" Then, Mother kind, in Thy dark grave 

" Alone Thou shalt not lie, 
" Before our Cross here in this Cave 

" Together let us die ! 
" Yea ! let me look on no Man's face 

" Since such stem hearts there be, 
" But here, in this our lonely place, 

" Here, will I die with thee !" 
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xxn. 
Ah ! Noble heart ! Thy words are sooth, 

I breathe their sound again, 
Better to pass away in Youth, 

Then live with bearded Men.... 
And Thou! The Lady of His Birth, 

Farewell ! A Calm Farewell, — 
Thou wert not meant for this vile Earth 

But with The Saints to dwell ! 
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PAKT THE THIRD. 

I. 
Mabk Ye, how Spear and Helmet glare, 

And Red-Cross Banners shine ! 
While thrilling Trumpets cleave the Air, 

Along The Rhine ! The Rhine ! 
Count Siegfried from The Wars is come. 

And gathering Vassals wait, 
To Welcome The Stem Warrior home 

To his own Castle Gate ! 
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II. 

But where is She ? His Joy, His Pride, 

The Gai'land of his fame ? 
Away ! Away ! Her Image hide. 

He cannot brook her Name ! 
Yet soon the whisper'd Words are breathed, 

And faithful lips declare, 
How a vile Serpent's folds were wreathed 

Around their Lady fair ! 

m. 
They tell his Vassal's treacherous Crime, 

The Bow his Malice Bent, 
Till Grenoveva, in her Prime, 

Had perish'd Innocent ! 
Alas I what Torr^it-tears must roll, 

In fierce and angry shower ! 
O what shall soothe Count Siegfried's Soul 

In that o'erwhelming hour I 
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IV. 

He hides him in some vaulted Boom, 

Far from the Light of Day, 
He will not look on Beauty's Bloom, 

Nor hear the Minstrel's lay ! 
They try him with The Trumpet sound, 

On many an echoing Mom, 
They tempt him forth with hawk and hound. 

And breathe The Hunter's Horn ! 

V. 

They loose The Gazehound from The Chain, 

They bring both Steed and Spear, 
Lord Siegfried's hand must rule The rein. 

And rouse The Ruddy Deer ! 
On, through the Wild, The War-horse bounds, . 

Beneath His Stately Form, 
He charges 'mid those rushing hounds. 

With Footsteps like The Storm ! 
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VL 

" Down, Donner, Down ! Hold, Hubert, Hold !" 

What is yon Sight of Fear ? 
A Strange Wild Youth — a Maiden Bold — 

That guard the panting Deer ! 
A Fleecy Skin was folded round 

Her Breast, with Woman's pride. 
And some dead fawn The Youth hath found. 

He wears its dappled- Hide ! 

VII. 

" Who, Whence are ye ?" The Warrior said, 

" That haimt this secret Cave ? 

"Ha ! is it so ? And do The Dead, 

" Come from Their hollow Grave T 
« I live— I breathe The Breath of life — 

" No evil have I done — 
" I am thy true, Thy chosen Wife, 

" And this is Siegfried's Son !" 
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vin. 
He stood, as sever'd Souls may stand, 

At first, when forth They fare, 
And Shadowy forms — a Stranger Band 

Will greet them in the air ! 
He bounds — He binds her to his heart. 

His own — his Rescued Bride ! 
No more, O never more, to part. 

Even Death shaU not divide ! 

IX. 

See now. They move along the Wild, 

With solemn feet and slow, 
The Warrior and His Graceful Child, 

The Lady and The Doe ! 
They stand before the Castle-Gate, 

Rich with The Clustering Vine, 
Again shall Siegfried hold his state. 

Beside the Rhine ! The Rhine ! 
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X. 

They come — They haste from many a land, 

For fast The Tidings spread, 
And there doth G^noveva stand. 

Bright as the Arisen Dead ! 
Her Mother weeps — ^by God's dear Grace 

Glad Tears are in her Eye, 
Duke Pfalz hath seen his daughter's face, 

And now — Now let him die ! 

XI. 

Yea ! from his Calm and distant Cell, 

The Sainted Hildorf came. 
His Spirit bowed beneath the Spell, 

Of G^noveva's Name ! 
He came — He sought that solemn Cave, 

The Lady's patient home- 
He measured it with Aisle and Nave, 

He shaped a shadowy Dome ! 



36 <^ENOVEVA. 

xn. 
He knelt in votive Solitude, 

He fixed both Saint and Sign, 
And bade them build in that lone Wood, 

A fair and stately Shrine ! 
There might you read for many an Age 

In the Rich Windows* Ray, 
Traced as along some pictured Page 

The Legend of my Lay ! 

xm. 
The Image of Their Youth was there — 

The Bridegroom and The Bride, 
The Porch, where Grenoveva fair, 

Knelt at her Siegfried's side ! 
There, through The Storied glass, the Scene 

In Molten Beauty falls, 
When She with Mild and Matroji^Men, 

Shone in her husband's HaUs ! 
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xrv. 
There was The Cave, The Wood, The Stream. 

Li Radiance soft and Warm, 
And evermore, The Noon-day Beam^ 

Came through some AngeFa fionn I 
The Youth was Shewn, in that Wild I>ess, 

His Mother's Cross he bare-r— 
Saint John in The dd Wilderness, 

Was not more strangely fair I 

XV. 

But where They breathe their holiest Vows, 

And Eastern Sunbeams fall, 
A Simple Cross of Woodland bows. 

Stands by The Chanoel-WaU I 
It is the Lady's lonely Sign, 

By mournful fingers made, 
The selfsame %mbol decks the Shrine, 

That soothed The Cavern's Shade I 
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XVI. 

Behind Yon Altar reared on high, 

A Lady breathes in Stone, 
A Sculptur'd Deer is couching nigh, 

An Infant weeps alone ! 
A Word is there — ^but not of Woe, — 

One Voice, a prayer to claim. 
Beneath The Lady and The Doe, 

Is (KtnohtWH Name ! 

xvn. 
Thus lived — Thus loved She : and She died- 

But old, and full of days ; 
Ask ye how Time and Truth have tried 

The Legend of her Praise ? 
She, of my Song, in Eden's Bowers, 

A Sainted Lady lies. 
And wears a Garland of The Flowers, 

That grow in Paradise ! 



39 



Long centuries agone ! This very Day, 
Li a far Wilderness of Syrian sand, 
Urging his Steed amid an armed Band, 

The Wolf of Benjamin was on the Prey ! 
But lo ! a light, a voice, a thrilling sound, — 
And where was Saul of Tarsus ? sternly bound, 

A fetter'd Thrall, in darkness there he lay ! 
ShaU he arise and conquer ? can he toil. 
Once more in War, and yet divide the Spoil ? 

For thus dim Jacob traced the Wanderer's way — 
Answer, proud Corinth — stem and stately Rome — 
Soft Ephesus, and Thou I The populous home 

Of many a city. Old Galatia, Say, 

Did not The Warrior win and Wear a Conqueror's 
array? 

The Festival of St. Paul» 1843. 
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They dream'd not in <dd Hebrcm, when The Sound 
Went through The City, that the {Hromised Son 
Was bom to Zadiarj, and his Name was John — 

They little thought that here, in this far ground. 
Beside The Severn Sea, That Hebrew C^d 
Would be a cherish'd Memoiy of The Wild ! 

Here, where The Pulses of The Ocean, bound 
Whole Centuries away, — ^while oae meek Cell, 
Built by The Fathers o'er a lonely W^ 

Still breathes The Baptist's sweet remembrance round ! 
A Spring of silent Waters, with his Name 
That from The Angel's voice in Music came, 

Here in The Wild^ness so faithful found. 

It freshens to this day The Levite's grassy mound ! 



The Festival of Saint John 
The Baptixer, 1843. 
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W]^ (Sills, 
%atjb ImmotUHitx! ! 

Two Sunny Children wander'd, hand in hand, 
By The blue Waves of far Grennesaret, 
For there their Syrian Fath^ drew the Net 

With Midtitndes of Fishes, to the Land ! 
One was The Twin ! even He whose Blessed Name 
Hath in Ten Tliousand Shrines this day, a Fame, 

Thomas The Apostle— One of The Ethereal Band ! 
But He, His Hebrew Brother, who can trace 
His Name — The City where He dwelt — His Place, 

Or Grave ? we know not — ^none may understand — 
There were Two Brethren in the Field — Hie One, 
Shall have no Memory underneath The Sun, 

The Other shines, Beacon of many a Strand, 

A Star upon TheBrowofNight, here in tte Rocky Land. 
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€f)t ^hUtten. 



A Web of Woven Wool ! fringed all around. 
Ruddy and rich in hue like Syrian Wine, — 
With golden leaves inlaid on that dark ground. 
That seem'd just shed from some o'ershadowing vine, 
Such was the Ladjr's offering at Morwenna's Shrine ! 



n. 



We laid it on The Altar, while The Word 

Linger'd in echoes o'er The conscious Wall, 

The voice that prophesied our Grod had heard 

The Sound of Alms, and would remember all : 

'Twas The Child Jesu's Day, The Bethlehem Festival ! 
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m. 



We offered it to Him — scorn not the phrase, 
Ye proud and stately Magnates of the land, 
Grudge not the Poor their Pence, nor God 

his praise, 
Though as our simple Fathers stood, we stand. 
And render thus our gifts with meek and 

votive hand ! 

rv. 

We left it in that Chancel deck'd with flowers. 
And boughs that blossomed like old Aaron's 

Rod,— 
For falthftil hands had built them leafy Bowers, 
Along our Aisles, such as The Angels trod, 
When Moses saw The Bush, and Abraham 

talk'd with God I 

Christmas Day, 1843. 
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Wbt poor fiSUm 

antf 

1^ ^axiii €Smti* 



The Poor have Hands, and Feet, and Eyes, 

flesh, and a Feeling Mind, 
They breathe the Breath of Mortal Sighs — 

They are of Human Kind ! 
They weep such Tears as others shed, 

And now and then They smile, 
For sweet to them is that poor Bread 

They win with honest Toi^ ! 
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n. 
The Poor-Men have their Wedding-Day, 

And Children climb their knee, — 
They have not many Friends, for They 

Are in such Misery. 
They sell their Youth, their Skill, their Pains, 

For Hire, in Hill and Glen, 
The very Blood within their Veins 

It flows for other Men ! 

in. 

They should have Roofs to call their own, 

When they grow Old and Bent, 
Meek Houses built of dark-grey Stone, 

Worn Labour's Monument I 
There should They dwell beneath the Thatch, 

With Threshold calm and free, 
No Stranger's Hand should Hft the Latch 

To mark their Poverty. 
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IV. 



Fast-by The Church those Walls should stand, 

Her Aisles in Youth they trod, 
They have no Home in all the Land 

Like that Old House of God ! 
There ! There ! The Sacrament was Shed 

That gave them Heavenly Birth, 
And lifted up The Poor-Man's Head, 

With Princes of The Earth ! 



There in The Chancel's Voice of Praise 

Their simple Vows were pour'd ; 
And Angels look'd, with equal gaze, 

On Lazarus and his Lord ! 
There too at last, They calmly sleep 

Where halloVd Blossoms bloom, — 
And Eyes as fond and faithful weep, 

As o'er The Rich Man's Tomb. 
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They told me of an ancient Home^ 

Beside a Churchyard-Wall ; 
Where Roses round The Porch would roam^ 

And gentle Jasmines fall : — 
There, dwelt an Old Man, worn and blind. 

Poor, and of lowliest Birth, 
He seem'd The Last of all his Kind, 

He had no Friend on Earth ! 

vn. 

Men saw him, till his eyes grew dim. 

At Mom and Evening-Tide, 
Pass 'mid the Graves with tottering Limb, 

To The Grey Chancel's Side :-r- 
There knelt he down, and meekly pra/d 

The Prayers his Youth had known — 
Words, by The Old Apostles made, 

Jn Tongues of ancient Tone ! 



48 



via. 



At Matin-Time, at Evening-Hour, 

He bent with reverent Enee, 
The Dial carved upon The Tower 

Was not more true than He : 
This lasted tiU The Blindness fell, 

In Shadows round his Bed, 
And on those Walls he loVd so well 

He look'd—- «fid Tliey were fled ! 

IX. 

Then wenxld he watch and fondly turn. 

If Feet of Men were there, 
To iell them hem Ins Soul would Yearn 

For The Old Place of Prayer :— 
And some wqxM lead him <m, to stand 

While fast their Tears would fkU, 
Until he felt beneath his Hand 

The long-aceustem'^ Wall 1 
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Then J07 in those dim Eyes would melt, 

Faith found the former Tone— 
His Heart, within his Bosom, felt 

The Touch g£ every stone ! 
He died — He slept beneath the Dew, 

In his own grassy Mound — 
The Corpse, within the Coffin, knew 

That calm, that Holy Ground ! 

XI. 

I know not why — ^but when they tell 

Of Houses fair and wide. 
Where Troops of Poor-Men go to dwell 

In Chambers side by side, — 
I dream of that Old Cottage Door 

With Garlands overgrown. 
And wish, The Children of The Poor, 

Had Flowers to call their own ! 
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xn. 



And when They vaunt, that in those Walls, 

They have their Worship-Day, 
Where The Stem Signal coldly calls 

The prison'd Poor to pray : — 
I think upon that Ancient Home 

Beside the Churchyard- Wall, 
Where Roses round The Porch would roam 

And gentle Jasmines fall ! 

xm. 

I see The Old Man of my Lay, 

His Grey Head bow'd and bare. 
He kneels by One Dear Wall to pray — 

The Sunlight in his Hair ! 
Well ! They may strive, as Wise Men will, 

To work with Wit and Grold, 
I think my own dear Cornwall still 

Was happier of Old ! 
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XIV. 



O I for The Poor-Man's Church again I 

With one Roof over all, 
Where The True Hearts of Cornish Men 

Might beat beside The WaU ! 
The Altars, where in holier Days 

Our Fathers were forgiven ; 
Who went with meek and faithful ways. 

Through The Old Aisles to Heaven ! 
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INSCRIPTION 

CARTED IN STONB 

OVER THE PORCH-DOOR 

OF THE VICARAGE HOUSE, MORWENSTOW. 

9 limit, a (Sltbt, a Poitntf a I9a$, 
9 pit »»ant ptare to hiatcjb atilr pra^, 
38e Ctuf to €inv^, ht SUtilr to Poor, 
(9 iHfti(j(ter ! tor dbttnmtt ! 




Henry MoEley and Sons, Printers, Derby. 
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